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Picture Framing
SPECIAL PRICES

öc Molding; sale pnee 3c
8c Mold n; sale price 5c

10c Molilui:; sale price 6c
15c Molding; sale price lOc
20c Molding; sale price 15c
25c Molding; sale price 18c
10x12 Oval Gold Burnished Frames

were $2.5). now $1.49
8x10 Oval Gold Burnished Frames,

were $2.00, now $1.39
8x10 Gilt Oval Frames, were COc,

now 39c
8x10 Gilt Frames, were 50c, now.. 25c
SxlO Frames in assorted moldings, were

20c, now 18c
Second Floor.

HOME DRESSMAKING HINTS.
By MAY M ANTON.

Fancy blouses, with biff pointed collars
that open to reveal contrasting fronts, are
among the latent features of the season
and have the added merit of suiting al-

most all figure?. ThU smart design Is
shown In pompadour silk, showing a white
ground, with collar of white taffeta, full
front and frills of chiffon and trimming of
cream lace and medallions. With It Is worn
a soft stock with cravatte that matches
the waist, but all silks, soft wools and the
many charming cotton fabrics are appro-
priate.

The foundation Is a fitted lining that
closes at the center front. The waist prop-
er consists of fronts and back and Is ar- -
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4143 Fancy Blouie,
32 to 40 bust.

ranged over the foundation, closing invis-
ibly beneath the left front. The back is
smooth acrosj the shoulders and drawn
down in gather at the waist line, but the
fronts are slightly full at the belt, where
they blouse stylishly and becomingly. To
the waist is seamed the big ornamental col-
lar. The center front is soft and full, is
shirred across with tiny tucks at intervals
and finished with a stock collar. The
sleeves are in elbow length with soft frills,
but these last can be cut longer and con-
verted Into puffed under-sleev- e of full
length gathered at the wrists Into straight
cuffs of lace, the pattern providing for
both styles.

To cut this blout for a woman of medi-
um size 34 yards of material 21 inches
wide, 31 yards 27 inches wide. 2 yarda 32
Inches wide or 2Vj yards 41 Inches wide will
be required, with 2Vz yard. of chiffon, for
full front and under-s'eeve- s and 8 yards of
contrasting material for collar.

The pattern 4143 Is cut In size for a 32, 34,
28, 33 and 40-ln- ch bust measure.

PATTERN COUPON
For patterns of garment Illustrated abovs

end It) cnts (coin or stamps.)
Cut out illustration and inclose It In letter.

Writs your name and address distinctly and
täte number and size wanted. Address

Pattern Dept., The Journal.
Indianapolls. Ind.

Allow on week for return of pattern.

THE COURT RECORD.
SUPERIOR COURT.

Rooo 1 John L. McMaster, Judge.
Charles Shelling vs. Mollle Shelling; di-

vorce. Dismissed at plaintiff's costs.
Maud Logan vs. Elva Logan; divorce.

Submitted. Evidence heard. Finding and
decree for plaintiff. Judgment against de-
fendant for costs.

Ellen Taylor vs. Albert Taylor; divorce.
Finding and decree for plaintiff, with cus-tod- ay

of minor child, Mary Taylor, aged
four years. Judgment against defendant
for costs.

Ellen Hacker vs. Samuel Hacker; di-
vorce. Submitted. Tart of evidence heard.

William T. Steel vs. William Wright;
damages. Plaintiff dismisses by agree-
ment at cost of defendant. Judgment
against defendant for costs.

Room 3 Vinson Carter, Judge.
George W. Offutts, executor, vs. Joseph

T. Johnson; note. Dismissed and costspaid.
Advance Savings and Loan Association

vs. Charles A. F. Durking et al.; foreclos-
ure. Dismissed and costs paid.

Sadie Thompson vs. Atlas M. Thompson;
note. Dismissed by plaintiff. Judgmentagainst plaintiff for costs.

J. H. Roberts vs. William Kass et al.;
contracts. Judgment for plaintiff Robertsagainst defendant Koss for JG05 and costs.
Judgment for defendant Koss on cross-complai- nt

against defendants Charles S.
Lewis et al. for Si. 473.

NEW SUITS FILED.
William II. Henschen vs. Elizabeth Küs-

ter et al; mechanic's lien. Superior Court,
room 2.

Ruby P. DuranJ vs. Eugene Saulcey; re-
plevin. Superior Court, room 3.

Ilufus J. Stukey vs. Harriet P. Frier et
a!.: mortgage foreclosure. Circuit Court.

Mary A. Gtlmore vs. Oliver I. Ensley; to
recover money and accounting. Circuit
Court.

Minnie A. Lander vs. Frederick A. Lan-
der; divorce. Superior Court, room 1.

Theresa Green vs. Standard Oil Compa-ny; damages. Demand J3.000. Superior
Court, room 2.

niGiiHit cot RTs itnconn.
SUPREME COURT.

Minutes.
1?SC0. William H. Rrunig vs. John M.

Golden, special administrator. Jefferson C.
C- - Appellee's additional authority.

lS72s. The Terre Haute & Indianapolis
Railroad Company vs. State of Indiana cx
rel. William A. Ketcham. attorney general.
Marion S. C. Appellee's state of special
points, etc. (S.)

ly7Jj. Howard F. Chappell et al. vs. TheJasper Oil and (las Company. Jasper C CAppellants' reply brief (8.)
APPELLATE COURT.

Minutes.
4353. Standard Oil Company vs. KateFoppiano. Marion S. C. Appellant's dis-

missal.
3140. Gustave A. Efroymson vs. May E.

Smith. Marion S. C. Appellee's brief. Pe-
tition (8.)

261. James W. Racer et al. vs. Interna-
tional Ruilding and Loan Association. Jay
C. C. Appellant's petition for rehearing.
Appellant's brief on petition (S.)

&7S. Antone Oster vs. George W. Rroe et
al. IJenton C, C Appellant's application
for transfer to Supreme Court.

4&1. Herman Alerdlng et al., executors,
vs. Irene Allison. Appellants' brief (S.)

New Suits.
41C3. C, I. A L. Railway Company vs.

Oeore H. Cunningham. administrator.
Washington C. C. Record. Assignment of
errors. In term. Rond. Appellant's brief (S.)

4470. William C. I.ania.ter et al. vs.
Franklin P. McKinley. Miami C. C. Rec-
ord. Assignment of errors. Notice.

Next Sunday in IJrookside Park the mem-
bers of the Rush and Fayette County As-sielatlo- ns

will rive tht-I- r fifth nnnual pic-
ric. Thomas E. Smiley is president and
Mrs. Olive McGrw Is secretary of the

By

Previous chapters arrard May 20. 22. 23. 25,

2S, 30, June 2, 4, 6. Back copies are kept but
thirty days.

Synopsis of Preceding Chapter.
Merton Palfort, of Putnam's division of the

Continental Army, etarts on an Important mis-- l
n to General Washington along the Hudson

river road. whn he encounters a coach which
ha Just overturned. He finds a lovely girl in
distrefs and escorts her to an inn. There. n
encounters a drunken Uritlsh oJT.cer. with wbom
he f.hts a duel. The officer is wounded, and his
friends make ready to avenge the injury. The
jrlrl. who reveals hr identity as Deborah Phll-llps- e.

steps in when the drunken crowd accuses
Ualfort of belne a py. and ?ajs sha is his sweet-
heart. The drunken rufnans insist upon a AT

riajre ceremony, and push forward one of their
number, who performs lt. Balfort secures a
horse for the girl, and the couple proceed on
their Journey. The Irl stör t Tor
and the soldier continues on his mis-lo- n. vt hiie
in a forest he overhears voices and then is
a witness to the famous conference betwesn Ben-
edict Arnold and Major Andre for the delivery
of the plans of We-- t Point. Balfort hurries
fiWSV to toll VaMrnrtnn rt thm Dlot. when h
la intercepted by an American picket; h Is put
unW arrest and ordered sent to Arnold's head-
quarters, but he escapes from his guard and
pushes on to tho headquarters of Washington.
whn he arrives there. aftr a tremendous rid.
It Is to Isarn that Arnold has already escaped
to the British lines, and that Andre Is a pris-
oner. Balfort Is then attached to Washington s
Mart and told to await orders. He is presently
seat on a mission to the home where he left
Deborah Phillips. With his men surrounding
the house. Balfort enters to find his fair com-
panion of the Inn standing: in the hall. Ha
accuses her of complicity in the plot to rescue
Andre. His love for the girl causes him to hesi-
tate. While In the house the British approaoh,
and there is a desperate fight. In which the
Americans are victorious. Deborah shoots an
Ergllsh officer who engages in a fight with
Balfort.

CHAPTER X.
HOW THE MOUSE BECAME A LION
We left the house with the prisoners as

quickly as possible, the dead being buried.
And after continuing with the troop up
the road for some distance, I turned back
on the excuse of having left something.

As I came near the house again my mind
misgave me. Would she wait? Would she
trust me still? It would take the devil him-

self to tell her mind, and I could not Judge.
I had seen her now but three or four times,
and yet I knew at least twenty different
humors; and heaven knew how many more
she had at her call to do her bidding. Still,
she should not have cause to doubt me. I,
at least, would keep my word, and so I
went on up the walk again to the side door
and into the room where we had captured
the maid and where the light still burned.
Then on into the front hall. Listening a
moment and hearing naught, I called her
name.

A stifled exclamation came to me through
the oak under the stairway, and the panel
slid softly back. There was no light, but
what worked its way across the back hall
from the other room. Yet could I see her
as she stepped out from the black hole,
saw, too, that she leaned towards me, so
that I caught her, or she had been on the
floor.

What new mood was thl3? She was lying
in my arms, her head on my shoulder, sob-

bing with the convulsive gasps of a child!
She clung to me till the grip hurt my shoul-
der.

"What is it, Deborah?" I asked. "Hush!
Wrhat is it? There's -- naught wrong now.
They're gone, child!"

Yet still she sobbed on. For the life of me
I could not help it she seemed so like a
child and I ratted her shoulder softly and
bade her calm herself.

"I cannot! I cannot!" she sobbed. "God
help me from such another hour!"

"Why, how should so brave a girl fear
a dark corner?"

"Take me away! ah, wilt not take me
away from here?"

"Come, now," said I, moving to the back
room.

"That man!" she cried in terror, looking
up into my face with a frightened gaze.
"Is he gone?"

"Long since," said I, as soothingly as I
might.

"Is ho dead? Did I kill a man?"
"Dost know you saved my life?" I asked,

holding her close. There came a convulsive
grip on my shoulder again.

"Thank God! Thank God! she mur-

mured. "But did I kill a man?"
"No, surely not," said I. Tet the fellow

lay in his new-mad- e grave cold and stiffen-
ing fast. But she had so wild and crazed a
look in her eyes I dared not add to her ter-
ror. And 'twas well I did so, for with a
long sigh the nerves relaxed, and I lifted
her in my arms and carried her out of the
house into the cool morning air and down
to the road with never a word nor move
from her.

'Twas a sweet burden to carry, and, as I
moved along she sighed again. In her half
conscious condition, and reaching up one
round arm put it about my neck. So could
I have carried her a hundred miles. Was it
not enough to make the warm blood flow
back and forth to your heart? And would
not a man give half his days to feel such
another slowly throbbing against his coat?
For the life of me I could not forbear to
take the longest way to the gate 'twas
but a paltry step at the longest.

Come to the roadside, however, and by
the horses, I sat down upon the grass and,
still holding her, waited in silence for very
fear that she might wake and force me to
let her go. And then she drew something of
a long breath and opened her eyes.

" 'Tis quite right here, now," said I. "We
be in the road far from the house," and
she turned her head slowly, looking up at
me, her cheek touching my coat. And I
saw that the fear was gone.

"Why, where are thy nerves, girl?" I
cried, with a laugh. Could not a man laugh
for very Joy of life at such a face, lying
close to him, and looking up at him so with
never fear nor doubt, but oh, what a world
of trouble In the eyes? If Indeed there be
one who could not, let him get him to a
nunnery, for he is a fool.

"You will not leave me?" she murmured.
"God forbid!" said I, fervently. And she

moved a bit in my arms and drew another
long sigh.

So I sat quiet for a space, Roger gazing
down at me in wonder. And after a while
she moved again.

"What is it?" said I, softly, for fear of
waking her.

"I I think I can sit up now," she an-

swered.
"No, no," I Insisted, "you're much too

weak." And no doubt she was.
"I think that that 'twere better I

should," said she, with a trace of herself
creeping into her voice.

"Nay, child." paid I again, " 'twill be
your certain death. Ue still!"

"Since when, sir, have you acquired the
authority to command me?" she asked, yet
never moving to rise. There she lay close
to me. her face as pale as the moonlight,
yet giving the hint of the petulant rail-
lery In her eye and voice.

According to one, Marvin by name, I had
a right to command her. and as the
thought grew In my head I held her closer
to me. and looked down in her eyes, and
said not a word.

"Mr. Raifort!"
Aye. 'twas over! There sat Mistress De-

borah bolt upright betide me, taking up the
tresses of her long hair with hands that
might shnke a little, but with no wavering
in her face. Still I said not a word. In
deed. I did not like to meet her eye Just
then.

"I think I shall get up and walk a little."
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came In a constrained voice from her. And
she forthwith attempted to rise. But had it
not been for a quick grasp from me she
would have fallen, and so, with a nervous
laugh, she held to my arm again and
looked up at me.

"Forgive me, dear friend! Tou were right.
I am as weak as any nervous girl. Indeed,
I am ashamed of such faintheartedness."

"Never a trace of faint heart Is there
about you," I answered, warmly. "But
you have had a night that might well
strain the nerves of a strong man. Wilt
take my arm and walk?"

She looked at me searchingly and made
the trial. Then on a sudden she seemed to
sink from me, and grasped my arm heavily,
murmuring with that strange nervous
laugh In her voice:

"I am so sorry, but but will you would
you help me to a "

And I had my arm about her again; for,
indeed, the girl could not stand.

"You are too weak to walk, and you must
trust to me as a gentleman as a friend--as

a"
"Husband?"
"I did not say so."
"You thought It. perhaps?"
"My thoughts are my own. mistress."
"Indeed, sir, I fancied they were any

one's who might look on your face!"
"Does my face, then, say I am a villain?"
"O dost not see, stupid," cried she, "how

safe I feel with you out of that terrible
house? Could I smile and Joke, think you,
after that, if I were not as free as air-o-nly

a little weak and tired and"
And then of a sudden she leaned her heac!

against my shoulder and wept softly, hold-
ing my arm tight the while.

"Do not cry so, mistress! Wilt not rest
quietly a moment till strength comes to
you?"

"You do not understand a woman!" cried
she, between sobs. "Go away and leave me

leave me alone!"
What the flend I should do now I could

not guess, till I bethought me of a pocket
flask of brandy in the saddle, and, laying
her quietly by the roadside, I was there
and back In a moment and had forced her
to take a swallow or two. After that,
without more ado, I threw the reins of the
two horses over one arm, and picking her
up. started down the road for the village.
Just as the first signs of dawn appeared
over the hills.

For a time she lay quiet again, holding
me tight by the shoulder; and gradually
the strong liquor and her own self-contr- ol

checked the quiet weeping. Thus, still ly-
ing close, she said:

"You must not carry me. 'Tis too great a
burden."

"I could carry you to New York and. not
know it."

"Am I of so little consequence, sir?"
"You are you are oh, child, child, you

know well what you are, and how little the
burden of carrying you weighs me down!"
Indeed, I said it somewhat bitterly, for
everything was by the ears, whichever way
I might look.

For answer, she moved a little turning
her face up to me.

"Where are we going?"
"To the village below here, where you

can be warmed by a fire and have some
woman to care for you."

"I need no woman to care for me," said
she, quickly. "And I am quite satisfied
now. But will it please your highness to let
me try and walk a bit?"

Setting her down I held her while she
felt her own weight, and then finding she
could indeed stand, she let me lift her on
Roger, and with one hand on my shoulder
and the other on the good beast's neck, she
rode and I walked into the village, Just as
the morning rays spread over the land.

"The dear sun," said she, softly. "There
it is, as bright and clear as if there had
been no dreadful night;" and she added
presently, "It seems that we are destined
to take early morning Jaunts together."

I walked on in silence, still holding her
arm.

"Why so silent, sir? Do you not know
that my nerves need cheering up? And yet
you are as glum as an owl."

"I am thinking where I should be now,
if it had not been for your courage last
night."

"And is your life so serious a matter as
all that?"

"No, 'tis not indeed. And if the fellow had
touched me, little would have been missed
from the world to-day- ."

There came a heavier grip upon my shoul-
der, and looking up I saw her leaning
towards me with the new sunlight glisten-
ing on something in the eyes that looked
earnestly down at me.

"And wilt fall morose, too, because I
wept? Fie, how weak and foolish! How
like a woman!" And yet I'd be sworn
'twas not that those filling eyes said to me.

"Mistress Deborah," said I, taking her
hand from my shoulder, "Do you care the
least how I feel? Dost know what I would
say?"

"Aye. sir, you would tell me if this be not
the very same village through which we
passed but a few days since."

"D n the village!" quoth I, softly, in
some dudgeon.

"Sakes!" cried she, " 'tis a pretty town.
Why shouldst d n it, since we may yet
breakfast together there you and I, at our
first meal you and I, the rebel chieftain
and the loyal maid!"

So we rode on into the village, and, stop-
ping at the first house of respectable look,
I went in and found a good woman, who
took Mistress Philipse and helped her to
arrange her toilet. So I stood by the door,
waiting her return, being myself, to tell
the truth, worn out with the night's work
and the excitement of the past few hours.
I stood thus when a horseman came by
from the north.

As he drew near, in spite of my own
thoughts I could not forbear a smile. For
he was the most comical looking bit of hu-
manity it had been my fortune to meet in
many a day. The horse was nearer dead
than alive, lanky of limb, and seeming to
have more corners and angles than the
famous Rosinante of the Spanish writer's
"Don Quixote" a fierce looking beast with
long teeth and no hair in his tall. Yet he
covered the ground, however strange his
gait. But the rider looked as he might
have come from a powder magazine that
had blown him sky high and dumped him
all shattered on the earth. He wore no hat
and his long hair stood out every way but
that which it was intended it should stand,
while the poor man's clothes were ripped
and torn, and hung In shreds
about. One boot was gone, and
the blood on his brow and cheek,
dried and black. As I say, I
could not forbear a laugh at his wild ap-
pearance; and then It dawned on me that
the man wore the shreds of a colonial blue-co- at

and cavalry uniform. Seeing me in
the doorway, he pulled up with such a sud-
denness that thi. strange beast he rode
promptly sat down. Thereupon he dis-
mounted and old Rosinante lay quietly at
full length In the road.

"What in the name of the devil have you
there, man?" cried I.

"Ye have a colonial dress, sir," said the

m

o

poor wretch saluting, but gazing out of his
bloodshot eyes suspiciously. "Are ye per-
chance an American offlcer?"

I told him I was.
"Do ye, then, know aught of one, Lieu-

tenant Balfort, Merton Balfort?"
"Yes," said I, equally cautious. "And

what of him?"
"I have a message for him."
"I am he."
Again he looked at me.
"How am I to know?" he asked. .

I thought a moment and then said: "Did
you meet any American troops going north
some hours ago?"

"Yes, sir. Cavalry, under two officers."
"These officers. Do you know their

names?"
"Yes, sir."
"They were Lieutenants Curtis and Act-

on," said I, "and carried British prison-
ers."

"Your pardon, lieutenant." said he,
humbly; and then grasped th doorpost in
evident exhaustion.

"Sit down, man, and say on," said I.
He sank down on the step.

"I missed you at the fort, and came on
the road above I met Lieutenant Curtis
he told me you were below at the ferry-bef- ore

I got there some hellhound fired
from the woods and killed my horse-th- ree

of them took me robbed me, by God,
sir saving your presence, sir got my dis-

patches and read them, and kept them I
fought them hard, sir, but 'twas no use
and then one of them hit me a crack on
the head, and mayhap they left me for the
crows, for when I got to again, there was
I by the wayside in the bushes and I'm
not so sure of what I did, but remember
getting a farmer to give me that lump of
clay over there, and so," with a wan smile,
"so I got on."

I picked the poor fellow up, and bade
him tell me If he knew the message or
who 'twas had sent It.

"I came from Tappan, sir, yesterday."
"From headquarters?" cried I.
"Aye, sir, from the general himself?"
"What was it, man? What was it?"
" 'Tis strange, now," he muttered, put-

ting his hand to his head, "I heard that son
of hell read it but a few hours since."

"Think, man, think!" said I, roughly.
"Yes, yes," cried he, looking up at me.
"Twas an order from the commander-in-chie- f

for Lieutenant Balfort to report at
headquarters at once aye at Tappan.
Could ye, could ye give me a drink of
water, sir?"

Turning to get the drink for him, I saw
that Mistress Philipse had heard his mes-

sage, and I would have given much to read
her thoughts then.

"Well done, my man! Come, let me take
you In here," and we carried hina Into the
front room, and laid him on a sofa, and
gave him hl3 fill of water.

Then, while he lay quiet, I turned to her.
"Will you come to our breakfast?" said

she, with Just a shade of embarrassment
in her tone, and of red cn her cheek.

"Mistress," said I, "had you aught to do

with the attempt to rescue Andre? Nay,

'tis an unfair question," I added, hurriedly,
for there came a sudden change in her
eyes. "I will ask another instead. You

heard this man's tale. Will will others
know of the message?"

"Does the lion eat the mouse which
gnawed his bands in twain?" she asked.

"It depends upon how hungry the lion Is."
"After breakfast the lion would not be so

hungry."
Then, it depends, too, on whether the

Hon Is a chivalrous lion."
"Do you think she is?" she asked, slowly,

looking out across the street.
I took her hand and kissed it gently, and

said:
"1 think she Is. But I cannot stop for

breakfast I must be gone at once," and we

moved out to the door. "What am I to do

with your
She looked up without the shadow of a

smiljL
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"You might sell me or, perhaps, some

man would be willing to hire"
"Madam, you Jest upon a serious topic."
"Your duty bids you stay with me," said

she, seriously now.
"You know I cannot."
"Is, then, Mr. Washington so much more

important than your than I?"
" 'Tis an unjust query. I must obey him."
"You promised to obey me until death

should us part."
Was she making sport of me again?
"Wilt take me with you?" she cried im-

pulsively.
"Will you go?" I asked, grasping her

hands.
"To ride over the land together for days

and days?"
"Aye, forever! Wilt go, Deborah?"
"And wouldst take a spy into Washing-

ton's very
"And is not the lion chivalrous?" I asked

again, earnestly.
"What a foolish boy," she said, softly,

with a smile, giving my hand a little
shake. "And yet," half to herself, "and
yet I I'd not have you say otherwise. Nay,
I stay here with good Mistress Apthorp
'tis all arranged half an hour ago till her
husband to-morr- ow takes me to the Tarry-tow- n

lines. Then to home again," she
added, with a sigh, "to home and the mis-

ery I tried to avoid." The quaint humor in
her was all gone again, and she seemed
almost to droop. An unreasoning anger got
the better of me that such a condition
should exist. This wretched war did naught
but deprive me of aye, of what? What,
indeed? I could not for the life of me tell!
Maybe much; maybe naught at all!

"Good-by- e, Mistress Philipse," said I,
holding out my hand.

"Good-by- e, lieutenant," said she, tak-
ing it.

And then, somehow, I drew her a little
towards me and looked down into her eyes

great, brilliant eyes of brown depths. God
forgive me, they were not for me, and I
straightened instinctively.

Over the upturned face went a slowly
rising rose color, as she said very low:

" Tls a very weak and unhappy Hon "
"And a desperate mouse," I interrupted.
And so
Roger went up the road under me, snort-

ing in amazement at the
pace demanded of him.

To Be Continued on Wednesday.

Copyright. 191. by Frank A. Munwy as "In the
Shadow of War." Copyright. MC. by Dodd.
Mead & Co.

Looking fop Three Men.
The police department was notified by

the police of Muncie to be on the look-

out for three men who are alleged to have

5 a of
ginger tasted.

spice. Just enough ginger

Li

tt i

of
at W.

can

nnJ

the best
surprise

give

cents
modern

wornment
get feast

A
lü
oC

headquarters?"

extraordinary

cents for package
snaps you ever

the palate. Just sweet
appetite for more.

Ginger Snaps
package

aethods baking snow
dng home. at's

and trouble
goodness

for only cents

l(P.flö?trf4,acl

tickle
you

Package

picture"

show

when vou

23b

with, every Box PI
. d

NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANX

Cigarettes I

killed James Lacey and seriously wounded
Jacob Grottchell Saturday night. The men
started toward Indianapolis riding in a
rubber-tir- e buggy, to which was hitched
a sorrel hore. The men were seen at El-wo- od

yesterday morning at 4:30 o'clock.

U. C. T. OF A.

Notes of Interest to Traveling Sales-
men.

A. A. Stevens will call on his trade
through the northeastern part of the State
the next few days, and will be at the New
Aveline, Fort Wayne, next Sunday.

George Le Valley will visit his trade In
the southern part of the State this week
and will be at Evansville over Sunday.

Sol Steinhart will devote his time to his
trade in the northwestern part of the State
for the next few days.

F. E. Hess, of Massillon, (O.) Council No.
137, was a welcome visitor to Council No.
4 Saturday evening.

George Rittenhouse. of old Council No. 4,
was reinstated in new Council No. 4 Satur-
day evening.

At a very interesting session Saturday
evening the following gentlemen were giv-
en the degrees and are now full fledged
members of Council No. 4: W. H. Judd.H.
(i. Swan, JJ. F. Kverson, R. W. Stanton. T.
W. Yeager, J. A. Gance and J. W. Hoplnk.

At a special meeting on May 30 J. L
Scroggy and R. T. Butler were initiated
into Council No. 4.

It was decided by a unanimous vote that
a social session would be given on June 21
by Council No. 4. All members with their
wives and sweethearts are Invited to be
present.

Builder' Exchange Ofllocrs.
The Builders' Exchange has hld its an-

nual election, and the following officers
have been chosen:

President John J. Twlname.
Vice President John Wallace.
Directors Michael Dammel. H. W. Tlel-kin- g,

C. L. Hamilton, C. A. Wiese, A.
Brandt and O. D. Shover.

The directors will meet this morning to
elect a secretary and treasurer. Charles
K. Balke, the present secretary, will doubt-
less be re-elect-

Mr. Spnhr nnd llilillrnl Criticism.
To the Editor cf the Indianapolis Journal:

The science of biblical criticism has In
the last one hundred years developed Into
one of the great fields of knowledge and lit-

erature. The advance scholarship of the
world has been contributing to It every
year for more than a cwntury. The natural
sciences, the study of ancient people and
the comparative study of ancient religions
have all thrown a wonderful light upon the
origin and nature of Hebrew and Jewish
literature the Itible. Hundreds of books
have been written by the profourtdest
scholars of Lurop and America on' this
great science of biblical criticism, and yet
Mr. Spahr demolish the whole fccience
with one fall swoop cf his hand.

What is the science of blbJle! or higher
criticism? It is simply the method of using
all human knowledge to Cud out what Is

enough to.

possibilities of
the futil--

the use of

In-er-s-ed

H o v 1 o
true and what Is false in the ancient He-
brew literature, as 'well as the literature
of all other ancient nations, some of which
are much older than the Hebrew nation.
Take a few illustrations of this great
science of biblical criticism: The Hebrew
writers copied from the literatures of older
nations tho legend that the unlversa
was created in six days. But all of the
natural science prove beyond all doubt
that it has taken the universe Lilllons of
years to assume its present form and con-
dition. Again, in all ancient religious lit-
eratures there are numerous accounts of
gods and angels ascending and descending
from-eart- h to heaven and of noted men
bodily ascending to heaven. Until recent
times men believed that the earth was flat
and that the blue dome above it was the
floor of heaven, and that on the other ride
of that floor was a beautiful physical
heaven which was Inhabited by physical
gods and physical angels. This floor was
supposed to be but a short distance from
the earth, and at one time nun tried to
build a tower (Babel) up to heaven j--o they
could clmb into heaven. All cf the writers
of the Bible, as well as of all ancient litera-
ture, had this idea of heaven and of the
universe, and In all nations the belief in
numerous acen.ions nnd descensions wa3
universal. It was easy to believe In them
locause heaven was always In sight and
only a stone's throw away. But science
has changed all this. We know that tho
blue dome is but the refraction of light as
It enters our atmosphere ur.d that there 1

no resting place up there for phyMcal
bodies, and that all accounts of ascensions
and descensiot.s in all nations are but
myths born of Ignorance. No educated per-
son believes in them now. Tho higher crit-
icism simply lays the f.icts of the universe
by the s!i" of the myths and exposes ths
myth.-- . Many other illustration mlKht bo
given, but these are enough to thow how
the higher critics are working in the inter-
est of truth.

It is common knowledge that all ancient
nations had their myths and legends of
miraculous occurrence s by the thousands.
Jliblical criticism simply establishes th
fact that the Hebrews had th lr myths an 1
legends the same as had other n.iti(n.-'-,

many of whom had existed fcr thousand,
of years before the Hebrew nation cam-- j

into existence, and that these myths were
all very similar.

Professor Pearson is one of thoe grand
men who are honest enough to pay that he
riot s' not believe in church eifern is th.it ar.
bnsfd upon myths. He loves th- - truth and
he demises hypocrisy. It is only hyp' rit a
that will be afraid to meet Christ in the
middle of the road, and not such nun as
Profe-yso- Pearson. A year or two ueo I
heard one of our high-salarie- d preachers
give a grandiloquent description of the
ascension of Elijah, und hl coriKref atloa
did not resent the Insult. It Is such preach-
ers and such congregations that 5hcu!d be
afraid to me-- t Christ anywhere, and not
such men a Mr. Pearson, as Mr. Spahr In-

sinuates. Christ was a lver of th truth.
I would recommend that Mr. Spahr read up
a little on the higher criticism. The trutn
is the main thing in this world.

VERITAS.
IndtAnai!is. June 7.

"In all REAL ESTATE transactions IN-
SURE the TITLi:. You then have no ab-
stract to pay for and you gd absolute te-
cum v. The fees are REASON A RLE.

INDIANA TITLE GUARANTY AND
LOAN COMPANY, 153 East Market street,"


